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Chapter 1


Long before I first encountered the bulls, or Dr. Crown, or all of the fun and excitement and challenge of the hucow farm, I tasted the milk they made.

My name is Jennifer. My last name isn’t important, but if you must know, it’s Gallegos. I had just moved to a new city with my fiancé, Bret. We had a whole life planned out for ourselves. He’d just gotten himself a fancy new tech job, with a big meaty salary, and I was going to finally go back and finish up college, stop waiting tables and tending bar, and finish my social work degree.

I was twenty-two, and life really seemed to promise so much. I was cute then, even cuter than I am now, which is pretty dang cute if I do say so myself. I had dark, silky hair down to my shoulders, artfully cut bangs (I was never the type of girl to try and give myself bangs in the midst of a crisis; I let my very gay hairdresser do that for me, and gosh, did he do it well!), a thin little waist that expanded into a perky little ass, and equally perky boobs that sat high on my chest.

Maybe my boobs weren’t as big as I would have liked, but I made up for it by always showing them off a bit, wearing low-cut tops when I worked at bars and restaurants, and my customers, the usual male clientele of such places, always showed their appreciation in the form of exceedingly generous tips. It was a fine way to make a living, and I put up with the usual bullshit of service work—the sexual harassment, of course, but also the long, irregular hours and the coworkers who could be either inspiring, hilarious, hardworking folk or the stupidest, most drug-addled scum to climb out of a sewer, without much in between—but I was looking forward to something better. I could keep doing this for a while, but I knew I didn’t want it to be my life.

It was a fine life for some people. Maybe, even, if a few things had been different, it could have been my life.

But I eventually found my way to Creamy Meadows Farm, and found something much, much better.

I’m getting ahead of myself, though. I first discovered the farm when I was at the grocery store, shopping for ingredients for a Valentine’s Day cake I was going to make for my fiancé. Bret would be home late from work, I knew, and so I cut out of my own job a bit early to grab some ingredients from the store to bake him a cake. I wanted it to be a surprise, so I hadn’t told him anything about it—I expected he’d come home from the office a bit tired, and then find me wearing my best lingerie, presenting him with a freshly baked strawberry shortcake, and he’d be faced with the delicate decision of deciding which to eat first—me, or the cake.

The right answer, of course, would be me.

I needed milk, and when I turned my cart down the dairy aisle, my attention was caught by a gorgeous, large-breasted redhead wearing a low-cut, cow print dress, standing over a small table with little jugs of milk.

“Care to try a free sample?” she called out to me sweetly. She was a bit younger than me, but I found my attention seized by her ample breasts, which seemed to strain against the constraints of her dress. “Yeah, this was the largest size I could find. I swear, my boobies just keep growing ever since I went to work on the farm.” She laughed a bit at herself, and her laughter sounded almost like a friendly moo.

“Oh, I’m so sorry!” I cried. “I didn’t mean to stare! Your outfit is just so… eye-catching.”

“Sure is! And I guess I caught your eye, so why don’t I pour you a sample of my milk?”

It was the least I could do, since she’d caught me staring enviously at her massive tits. Blushing, I allowed her to uncap one of the bottles of milk and pour out a thick, creamy sample for me. It had an almost buttery scent to it, and when I took a sip, my heart all but stopped.

Damn, but that was good.

It was thick and creamy, creamier than milk usually is. It had a clean, grassy taste, but not so much that it made it taste gross. More than anything, it just tasted like sunshine—pure sunshine, transformed into creamy dairy. I downed the rest of the glass in one gulp.

“That’s the best milk I’ve ever had,” I declared, literally licking my lips. The girl just grinned.

“Oh, I’m so glad to hear it! See, I made this myself.” She pointed to the back of the bottle and there was a smiling picture of her. The bottle identified itself as a single-source milk, all from “Marissa, the hucow.”

“You’re… Marissa?” I guessed. “What’s a hucow?”

“It’s just what it sounds like. It’s a human-cow.”

I stared at her. Surely, this didn’t mean what I thought it meant.

“And that’s my milk you just drank.” She patted her own breasts affectionately. “And there’s plenty more where that came from, let me tell you. I can’t wait to get back to the farm for my milking.”

“You’re joking,” I mumbled. “Human milk? There’s no way. That’s not legal, right?”

“It is now, actually. Congress just changed the regulations. I had a hand in that too, actually—not to brag, but I’m one of the top hucows on the farm.”

“So, wait, let me get this straight,” I said, still struggling to wrap my mind around what I’d encountered. “You, uh, work on a farm and get milked like a cow?”

“Exactly. Human milk is really good for you. It’s like a natural growth hormone. We’re already contracting to sell most of our stock to professional and college sports teams, since it’s like a safe, legal steroid, but our CEO is adamant that we should sell some in stores too. It’s important that everyone gets to try our milk, you know? We need to normalize this.”

“You must be joking.”

“Not one bit. You can even visit the farm, if you like. You can have a hucow to yourself for the weekend to milk, if you want.” Then, she lowered her voice and added, mischievously, with a grin: “And breed. We don’t put this on the bottle, but it’s important that hucows are constantly, you know… given lots of attention. That helps your body be ready for milking. And, just my opinion, it makes the job even more fun.”

My head was spinning. I’d never heard of this before!

“So,” I said slowly. “You work on a farm where you get milked—you’re lactating right now—and you, uh, have a lot of sex to help the process along?”

“Basically. It’s pretty much the best job ever. I originally started as an intern, but now I’m doing college part-time and working there full-time. I might go back to college at some point full-time, just to do the classes they’re not offering online, but you know, I love my job and I’ll have to decide that later on down the road…” As Marissa trailed off, she chuckled. “Sorry, you probably didn’t want my life story. Anyway, here’s a coupon for our milk—take two, if you want! And tell your friends if you really liked it. Word of mouth advertising is statistically shown to be the most effective form of marketing, you know.”

I nodded, numbly, still dazed by this realization. I took the coupons, and then I helped myself to two pints of milk. I’d use one for the cake, I thought, and then maybe Bret and I would drink the other.

It was kind of kinky, the more I thought about it as I shopped, what I had planned—we’d be drinking the milk together of the girl I just met. Maybe I’d pour it over my own boobs, and let him lick it off my hard nipples, as though I were the one lactating and not Marissa. I wondered if my milk would ever be as delicious as Marissa’s—it sounded like she was really devoted to her job, and it certainly sounded like she was having more sex than I was, so much to my surprise, I found myself… kind of jealous of her.

But that wasn’t the life for me. I’d already planned everything out. I was only a few months away from going back to school and getting my degree. Marissa seemed to be having a great time, but that didn’t mean I had to be a hucow too.

I finished shopping, and my mind was consumed by thoughts of human-girl cows and delicious cake recipes and my own collegiate future, and so distracted was I by these thoughts, I almost didn’t notice or process what was happening when I opened the door to the apartment I shared with my fiancé and found him balls deep inside of the barista from the café down the block.


Chapter 2


She was a spooky little goth girl, with pierced nipples and a black pixie cut, and her face was cute little grimace of pleasure that I could see all too well from where she lay on the kitchen table, her legs wrapped around Bret’s waist. Our eyes met, and I saw her lips form a loud “Fuck!” as I slammed the door and stood in the hall to collect myself, and give them a chance to dress before I kicked them both out.

Later, with Bret roaming the streets god knows where, I sat at the table, the very table where I’d caught them, sipping Marissa’s milk and deciding what I’d do with my life.

I had no goddamned idea now. I was lost. Cast adrift. I was afraid of everything. My plan’s—marriage, going back to college, everything—were going up in flames.

All I had to comfort me was this little cup of milk, and goddamn, it was good.

I finished the pint, and as tempted as I was to drink the other, I held off. Instead, I used it to bake the cake I’d planned on making, and then I drove back to the supermarket just as it was closing.

For a moment, I worried I was too late, but then I saw Marissa, laden with her informational pamphlets about the farm, stepping out of the store.

“Um, hi!” I said, trying to seem as cheerful and not-crazy as I could. “How’d your day go handing out samples?”

She brightened when she saw me.

“It was great. We just about sold out. I mean, it’s not really selling out when it’s free, but you know what I mean.”

“That’s great.” I produced the cake and flipped open the box I’d placed it in. “I, um, made this with your milk. I drank one of the pints and it was really tasty, so I made this cake for me and my fiancé for Valentine’s Day.”

“That’s amazing! I’m sure he’s going to like it.”

“He’s not going to eat it,” I said, simply. “But if you’d like a slice, you can have some.”

We ended up sitting on the hood of my car, eating cake, placed on the napkins Marissa had brought with her to give out with her samples, and I cried my heart out to her.

“So, my life is basically over,” I concluded. “I was wondering if you thought I could make it as a hucow.”

“I think any girl who wants it enough can make it as a hucow,” Marissa said, thoughtfully. “Would you like to meet my boss? He’s always looking out for new talent, and I’m sure he’d be happy to interview you.”

“That would be amazing,” I gasped.

“We’re staying at the same hotel,” she told me, and gave me the address.

“Should I go home and get my resume?”

“I think his interview will be… more of an exam. To see if you have what it takes,” she said. “That was how mine was.”

“Okay, then…”

“Just follow me back to the hotel. I’ll give him a heads-up I’m bringing you over.”

I nodded. My heart leapt a bit. I knew this was an unusual, unorthodox career, but I didn’t really mind. More than anything, I wanted to be independent, and this seemed like a wonderful path to independence.

What was more, I was intrigued by the way Marissa talked about how wonderful being a hucow was.

“It’s just so exciting to feel wanted all the time,” she confessed to me as we finished our cake. “I mean, the bulls are so excited to breed you every single day, but then so are the other men who work on the farm.”

I found myself blushing hard at this thought.

“And… I’d get to do that?”

“Of course! It’s an important part of making sure your milk gets nice and rich.”

I’d only ever had three boyfriends, including Brett. Only ever had sex with those three men. The idea of being with many, many more men had always been a fantasy for me, but I’d always assured myself that what I had was better. That being monogamous and giving myself to my boyfriend or my fiancé was far more satisfying than being a slut.

Well, look how far being satisfied with monogamy had gotten me. I was ready for a change. I was ready to get a little wild. Or… Maybe a lot wild.

But first, I had the exam. Whatever that was going to be. I was nervous and excited at the same time. I was still wearing the clothes I’d been planning on baking in, but Marissa assured me that my t-shirt and jeans weren’t a problem.

“It doesn’t really matter what you wear,” she said. “But what’s underneath.”

Of course. I assumed that the exam would probably involve disrobing, at least a bit. Dr. Crown, the farm’s CEO, he’d probably want to examine my breasts, right? Make sure everything was… in working order. That made sense. I’d been the doctor before, I was an adult, and I was sure I could handle a little awkward prodding and squeezing.

If anything, the thought that there was to be an exam made me feel even better about the idea. It made me feel like this was actually a professional operation, and not just some weird fetish thing set up by perverts who just wanted to see normal people drink human milk and act like it was a normal thing to do.

Though, the more I thought about it, the more I wondered if it really should be more normal. After all, milk from humans is made for humans, right? And it would mean that cows wouldn’t have to go through all the indignity of living on a dairy farm. I’d seen the Meatrix and other pro-vegan videos in high school, and while they’d never disturbed me enough to make me actually stop eating meat and dairy, I always wondered about how bad factory farming was.

Maybe selling human milk was a good way around at least some of that? Maybe the hucows were really helping out the world.

I supposed I’d learn more at my exam. Much to my chagrin, I realized that I was a little wet between my legs when I got into the car after chatting with Marissa. I found myself blushing. Well, that would remain my little secret, I told myself. No one would have to know how wet I was getting at the idea of being a hucow.


Chapter 3


“We’re baaaaack!” Marissa sang, and then mooed as we stepped into the lavish downtown hotel room where she was staying with Dr. Crown. I expected it to be a suite with two rooms, as this seemed to be a business trip for them, but instead, I only saw one king bed. Well, maybe there was a door I wasn’t noticing, I thought. Or maybe they hadn’t had any suites in stock and one of them was sleeping on a foldout couch.

“Good evening, you two,” Dr. Crown said. He was a handsome, older man, wearing a suit beneath his labcoat. He had a beard speckled with grey and clearly, an impressive build beneath his clothing. My heart fluttered a bit. He was just my type. I’d always really had a thing for older, daddy types and he was definitely that. I bit my lip and then forced myself to stop. I would be professional for this interview or die trying.

“Um, hi!” I said, shyly. “I’m Jennifer Gallegos. I met Marissa today and, um, I’m kind of interested in becoming a hucow.”

“Kind of interested? Being a hucow can be challenging work, Jennifer. Being only kind of interested won’t cut it.”

I felt like I’d been socked in the gut, but then Marissa cut in.

“She just found out her fiancé is cheating on her, and on Valentine’s Day no less! Her whole life is ruined, and she needs a new path.”

I blushed. Marissa, you didn’t need to phrase it exactly like THAT. My whole life being ruined…

But that was what it sounded like. I took a deep breath, forcing myself to be brave.

“Well, yes, unfortunately—but I’m trying to look at new options and, um, being a hucow sounds really wonderful, and Marissa seems to have had such a good time as a hucow, so it really got me excited about the possibility.”

Dr. Crown nodded.

“Marissa is truly a natural. It’s almost effortless for her.”

“Oh, stop!” Marissa said, her voice turning into a moo halfway through her exclamation. She seemed to become more submissive, more bovine in the doctor’s presence, leaning forward and showing off her huge breasts. “I work plenty hard.”

“True. You do,” Dr. Crown said. “Now I’m going to embarrass Marissa a bit. This hucow here is mostly the reason we were able to get regulatory approval to sell our milk in stores. She really wowed the congressional committee and staff who came to see her.”

“Aw, shucks,” Marissa said, and then mooed happily. She really did seem to love her job. God, had I ever loved a job that much?

“Marissa, please step out of the room and give Jennifer and I some privacy while we conduct her interview and exam.”

“Of course, Dr. Crown.” Marissa jumped to her feet and then groaned softly. She gave me a knowing smile. “Back pain. I’m usually not on my feet so much with these great big milkers, you know.”

Once she left the hotel room, I was alone with Dr. Crown. I shifted nervously in my chair as he prepared something at the desk.

“The first thing I’m going to give you, Jennifer, is a dosage of hormones to see how your body reacts to them. If your body has a poor reaction to the hormones, or doesn’t react at all, it won’t make sense to have you on the farm. This is for your safety, and for the efficacy of our whole program.”

I nodded. I felt a pang of fear in my tummy when I saw it was a syringe he was preparing. He injected it into a small vial, and then filled the syringe. Then, he repeated the process with a second.

“Now, Jennifer, please remove your shirt and anything beneath it. I need you disrobed from the waist up.”

I took a deep breath. Was I going to comply?

Of course I was. I had already prepared myself for something like this. That didn’t make it any easier to take off my shirt in front of this man I had only just met. I felt his eyes on me, all but devouring me as he watched me undress. First, my shirt, and then the old, worn bra I’d been wearing, both ended up on the floor.

My breasts were only about B-cups, and I’d always been jealous of girls with larger busts. That, after all, had been what had drawn my eyes to Marissa in the first place. For a moment, as Dr. Crown looked over my breasts, I worried that he’d reject me right then and there. He scratched his chin thoughtfully.

“They are a bit smaller than we usually look for, but I don’t think that’ll be a problem.”

“You… You’re sure?” I asked softly. I looked down at my breasts, at my hardening nipples. God, was it cold in here, or just me?

“Yes, I am. As a hucow, the tissues in your breasts will stretch and grow to accommodate more milk. It may be a slightly uncomfortable process, though. It’s a bit easier on your body if they’re already large to begin with, but there’s nothing stopping them from growing a bit more.”

A wave of relief washed over me, followed by a wave of pleasure as he reached out and stroked my nipples. I let out a soft gasp.

“That feels good,” I admitted.

“Good. It’s very important that your nipples be sensitive to stimuli. That helps your milk production, and, almost as important, it allows you to find the whole process very pleasurable. What we do is very unorthodox, but there’s no reason you shouldn’t enjoy yourself.”

I was breathing heavily now as he stroked my nipples, nodding. Then, I watched as he took one of the syringes.

“Now, here’s the scary part. I’m going to inject this into your nipple. It’s going to hurt, but only for a second. Think of it as a pinch.”

I nodded. I had expected as much, but I’d never liked needles or getting shots at the doctor. But then, who did?

I thrust my chest forward, trying my best to be brave. I didn’t want him to think I was a coward, or unsuited to the work of being a hucow. I watched as the sharp needle came closer and closer to the swollen nub of my nipple and then I whimpered when they finally kissed, metal penetrating some of my tenderest flesh. It was only for a second, but the pain was bright and sharp.

What surprised me more than anything was how much I was enjoying it. I realized I was clenching myself DOWN THERE—that I was wet, wetter between my legs than I’d even been in the car on the way to the hotel. There was something about Dr. Crown touching me, so coldly and professionally, that drove me crazy, and then the sharp kiss of the needle on my nipple—oh my god.

I’d never thought of myself as a masochist, but I did occasionally like to be spanked or have my nipples pinched while getting fucked really hard. Maybe this was something I should explore more?

“That’s the first one. Not too bad, huh?”

“Do I get a bandaid?” I whispered, trying to show what a trooper I was, how brave I was. Dr. Crown just grinned.

“I don’t think you need one. Look—no blood. But here, I’ll kiss it, just to make sure.”

I gasped when I felt his mouth on my nipple. I let out a loud, long moan, and my breast felt warm and tingly. Not just from his mouth and his tongue lavishing attention on my sore, swollen nub, either. Something was happening…

While Dr. Crown suckled at my nipple, he brought the other syringe to the as-yet-untreated nipple and then, without further ado, injected the solution into me once more. I yelped at the sudden sharp pain but the pleasure of having him suckle my other nipple distracted me enough that it wasn’t too bad.

I couldn’t believe this was happening. It was a job interview after all… Wasn’t it?


Chapter 4


Now, Dr. Crown switched and lavished attention on my other nipple. He was remarkably good at licking and suckling then. I’d never really thought of nipple sucking as a thing you could be good at, not like giving head or something like that. But here, he was proving me wrong, and I squirmed for him, whimpering in my obvious pleasure as he licked me.

“That’s a good girl, Jennifer. Does that feel good now?”

I nodded.

“Yes, sir. Doctor. What should I call you?”

“Doctor is fine. How are your breasts feeling? I’ve given you a nice dosage of our proprietary hormone blend, so if your body is suitable, you’ll be feeling the effects before too long.”

I nodded.

“My breasts feel… Warm. Tingly, I guess? I don’t really know… They feel like there are little warm pinpricks inside of my skin. That sounds creepy, but it actually feels kind of nice.”

Dr. Crown nodded and recorded a few notes in a notebook.

“Is that what I’m supposed to be feeling?” I asked. He smiled.

“I can’t tell you that. Then, you might trick yourself into feeling that—or not feeling it. It’s important that you just allow yourself to feel the effects, whatever they are, and be honest with me. If you’re not a match for our program, that’s perfectly fine. Not everyone is suited to being a hucow. It’s hard work.”

“But I want to try!” I cried. “Marissa seems so happy and fulfilled.”

“Marissa is truly a natural, but as she said, even she had to work hard. Not all of our girls have it as easy as she does.”

“I can do it,” I insisted. “Even if it makes my boobs hurt.” I bit my lip. “I’m, uh, not all that experienced, but I’m sure I can do the breeding part too. Marissa told me about that.”

“Oh, she did? Good, that will make this next part less awkward. I’ll need to examine the rest of your body.”

Of course he would. I hesitated, feeling my cheeks flush as the idea of this man I’d only just met examining my most private spots, poking and prodding me in places that only a few men had ever seen.

“Unless you don’t want to continue with the interview,” Dr. Crown said.

“No,” I blurted out. “I want to continue. I do. I’m just… embarrassed.”

“Of what?”

“I’m… I’ve only been with three guys.” Here I was, just admitting everything.

“Marissa was a virgin when she interviewed with us. Inexperience is no barrier.”

I took a deep breath.

Did I really want this?

I stood up and began to undo my pants. I slid them down, along with my underwear, and stood before the doctor, naked, my breasts tingling.

Yes, I did.

“Jennifer, please sit on the desk and spread your legs for me. Then, lie back. Feel free to position yourself however it’s comfortable.”

I obeyed. This really did feel like I was at the doctor’s office, and I felt helpless to resist, helpless to disobey his instructions. Not that I wanted to.

I lay on the desk, the long way, so that my head was resting on a mouse pad, and spread my thighs. I knew I was wet, and the scent of my pussy filled the room, hanging over us. God, I must stink, I thought. I hadn’t even showered.

“Candidate shows signs of extreme arousal,” Dr. Crown murmured to himself as he recorded his observations. He lowered his head so that his face was right above my pussy. I hadn’t had a man’s face there when he wasn’t about to eat me out… ever. And even that had only happened a few times.

But it must have been obvious to him that I was turned on. I wondered what, besides the scent, made it clear?

“Candidate’s genital area is waxed and hairless.” Well, yeah—I’d gotten waxed the day before in anticipation of Valentine’s Day.

“Candidate’s labia are swollen. Ruddy brown in color. Clitoris is swollen as well, beneath clitoral hood. Candidate is quite clearly producing lubrication, indicating further arousal and preparation for penetration.”

I bit my lip. God, this was humiliating, having him narrate what he was seeing… But that only made it more arousing.

I gasped when he touched me with the eraser of his pencil, easing my pussy lips open.

“Candidate’s insides are pale pink in color, signs of some milky discharge present, indicating prolonged arousal.”

Fuck. He knew I was aroused from the time I arrived. Maybe even from when I met up with Marissa at the store. I just knew he’d find out. I blushed even harder at the thought and squeezed my eyes shut.

Something was happening to me. My breasts were feeling fuller, swollen. I reached a hand up to feel them, and they were almost burning hot.

“What’s happening to me?” I whispered in a small, scared voice.

“There’s nothing to be frightened of,” Dr. Crown said gently. His voice soothed me, even though I was afraid. “Everything your body is doing is exactly what it was made to do. We’re just helping speed mother nature along for our own purposes, you see. That’s all the hormones do. You’re feeling the sensation of several months of development in the course of a few minutes.”

That made a certain amount of sense. Okay, fine. I was going through hormonal changes. That must account for the arousal too, right?

I cried out when I felt Dr. Crown’s tongue on my pussy. He lapped deep inside of me, probing, and then up to my clit, before leaving my needy slit wanting more.

“Oh my god,” I moaned. “That felt so good.”

“I thought that would help relax you,” Dr. Crown said with a grin that I just barely saw when I raised my head. “Candidate has a slightly sour taste, but inoffensive. No indication of any sort of infection or other conditions which may impede our purposes.”

Well, that was good to know.

“I think you’ll enjoy this next part too,” Dr. Crown said. “Usually, I have a little bit more in the way of equipment for this part, but this will have to do.”

He placed his phone on the entertainment center, and I saw him turn on the camera. He was recording me, I realized.

“We’re going to use this video for making our final decision,” Dr. Crown said. He produced something else from a bag, something small and plastic, and I didn’t really see what it was, but when he placed it on my clitoris and turned it on, I knew exactly what he was doing.

It was a vibrator.

I let out a long, low moan, arching my back.

God, he had me so fucking turned on. I was more turned on than I’d ever been in my life, and my body reacted so vigorously, without my willing it. I shook and shuddered beneath the vibrations, pleasure racing along my nerves. I was squirming on the desk and the knowledge that I was being recorded only made it more exciting. Someone else was going to watch this, going to watch me cum.

“Candidate shows excellent response to pleasurable stimuli, indicating obvious enjoyment of sexual pleasure and stimulation.” I gasped, moaning in delight at the so-called pleasurable stimuli. “Candidate’s level enjoyment indicates a possible dearth of sexual pleasure and enjoyment in her day to day life.”

Fuck. He’d hit it on the nose. Bret’s demanding job had kept him at the office late for weeks, and apparently also driven him into the skinny, slutty arms of the goth barista. I’d given him the benefit of the doubt, assuming he was just tired from work, but now knowing what he’d gotten up to, I hated that I’d gone weeks without sex, without cumming except from my own fingers.

But now, I was about to cum on camera. For a man I’d only just met.

“Candidate’s breasts are beginning to leak milk,” Dr. Crown murmured as he recorded his observations. “Candidate is on the verge of orgasm, which indicates a beneficial link between milk production and sexual pleasure.”

God, was it so obvious? I bucked my hips and my hands flew to his wrist, gripping it hard as I came for him, my mouth open wide in a silent moan of pleasure.

“Fuck,” I whimpered. Any and all attempts at being professional fell away as I came, my muscles spasming and my pussy trembling beneath the incessant vibrations.

“Candidate has achieved climax,” Dr. Crown recorded with a smile. “All right, Jennifer—you’ve done well with this part of the exam. Shall we move onto the next part?”

I had no idea what that could possibly be but I simply nodded. I was in it for the long haul now—I wanted to see where this was going, and grasp onto as much pleasure as I could.


Chapter 5


Now, Dr. Crown had me sit up. He led me to stand in front of a mirror and I gasped at what I saw: my breasts looked swollen, and they seemed to have grown a cup size in the course of less than twenty minutes!

“What’s going on?” I whimpered, my hands flying to my tender flesh. I moaned in surprise when I touched them, and then yelped when something wet leaked out of my nipples.

“Do not be alarmed, Jennifer,” Dr. Crown said in his gentle voice as he placed his hands on my hips from behind. I felt the bulge in his pants pressing against my butt but I was too shocked at the sight of my growing breasts to even appreciate what he was communicating with that. “This indicates to us that the hormonal cocktail we gave you is working correctly. You’re lactating—that’s all. It’s a perfectly normal process, one that any woman would experience if pregnant. We’ve just given your body some hormones to initiate the process.”

I nodded, understanding.

“My boobs fell… tender,” I moaned as I felt them. “Sore.”

“That’s to be expected, at first. On a scale of one to ten, with one being almost no pain at all, and ten being the worst pain you can imagine, how much do they hurt?”

“Maybe… a two or a three.” I moaned softly as I held them, and then squeezed. “A two if I don’t squeeze, and a three if I squeeze.”

“Excellent. It will become more comfortable if you opt to continue the program with us. You’re doing well so far, so I hazard to say that we’ll make you an offer, so long as the next part of the interview goes well.”

I bit my lip in excitement.

“You mean I can become a hucow?”

“Well, there is one more part of the interview process, as I mentioned,” Dr. Crown said, with a smile. “But I’m glad you’re so enthusiastic. Enthusiasm goes a long, long way in this field.”

“What next, doctor? I’ll do anything you say.”

“Excellent. For now, please bend over the desk.”

I didn’t even hesitate this time. I figured this would mean there was more examining to be done. I wasn’t afraid of it now. Not after cumming for the doctor—that had felt amazing. If this interview led to me cumming again, well… I wasn’t about to complain.

But I did find myself feeling bashful when the doctor spread my butt cheeks and began to take pictures.

“W-what are you doing?”

“Just documenting your anal and genital regions. Since hucows undergo intensive breeding processes, it’s important that we have an idea of what your body looks like as norm to measure against any changes. This is for your own good and safety.” With that, I felt his fingers begin to explore my asshole.

Now, I know anal sex has become more and more common among young people, but I’m not one of those girls who uses her ass like a second pussy. I’d only had anal sex once, and that was with my fiancé—I guess my ex-fiancé—on his last birthday. I’d sobbed and bled everywhere while he threw it into my ass, riding me while I screamed into a pillow, until he unleashed a thick, gloopy load into my poor butt. I’d emptied myself in the bathroom feeling ashamed and humiliated, but also strangely proud of myself for going through with something so demeaning.

From then on, I’d figured it would be a special occasion thing for us. I was planning, actually, on offering Bret my asshole that night, before I found him cheating, and as per guidance on the internet, I’d been experimenting with butt plugs to help my tiny little hole relax and get ready for a big, fat dick.

I’d only played with my ass in the shower a few times, since I always felt self-conscious doing that, but now, I gasped as I felt my hole stretch to accommodate the two fingers forcing their way into me.

“Excellent muscle tone. Anus and rectum look healthy. Hole is dark pink. Jennifer, please tighten your muscles around my fingers.”

I obeyed, squeezing and trying to grip them hard. I was pretty relaxed from cumming just now, so this whole act was far less uncomfortable than it would have been otherwise. I whimpered as I clenched my ass.

“That’s enough, Jennifer. Thank you. Candidate’s sphincter is healthy. Strength within normal range.”

Well, that was a relief, I supposed—that my butthole was healthy. I couldn’t help but smile at my own puerile humor.

“Now, Jennifer, I’m going to breed you. You’re going to feel penetration, and then it should feel quite pleasant.”

Wait, that meant… He was putting his dick inside of me?

“You’re going to fuck me?” I whispered, fear and desire creeping into my voice.

“I’m going to breed you, Jennifer. I’m going to penetrate you and inseminate you, so that your body’s hormonal response gives us the milk we need. Breeding is the best way we’ve found to regulate and improve your body’s natural hormonal processes. It’s safer than pumping you full of chemicals. The hormonal injections we give you start the process, but breeding you regularly will keep the process going, and improve the quality of the milk you produce.”

I nodded. That… that made sense, didn’t it?

Maybe I was just horny and wanted this handsome older doctor to fuck me, but I smiled in agreement.

“Yes, doctor. Anything you say.”

“That’s a good girl. Now, please place your hands on your buttocks and spread them to give me access to your genitals.”

God, when he phrased it like that it made me feel… I don’t know. Some kind of way. Hot and needy and a bit anxious with that need as well. I reached back and spread myself. I could smell the heavy scent of my pussy in the air, and I knew Dr. Crown could smell it too. I was like a bitch in heat, offering my rump for him to mount.

I heard him unzip his pants and I realized I was all but panting in desire.

“All right, Jennifer,” Dr. Crown said cheerfully. “Let’s breed you.”


Chapter 6


I whimpered as I felt the thick tip of his cock pressing against my pussy lips. I gasped as he began to spread me, slowly entering me as I waited for him.

Fuck, he was big. Bigger than Bret or the other guys I’d slept with. This was easily the biggest cock I’d ever had—I could just feel it. I closed my eyes, moaning as I felt it begin to fill me. Dr. Crown sighed in obvious pleasure as he leaned into me, sinking his weight into me, and along with it, his cock.

I gasped as he gave a thrust and embedded himself fully inside of me.

I was getting fucked.

It was Valentine’s Day and I was fucking someone who wasn’t my asshole cheating ex-fiance. Maybe I hadn’t actually broken up with Bret yet but I figured the sentiment was clear, based on what had happened. I figured we’d make the arrangements to split up our things tomorrow but tonight, I was full of another man’s cock.

I wasn’t just getting fucked, I realized. I was being bred. Dr. Crown was not wearing a condom. He was going to cum inside of me—he’d said as much. Bret was the only man who’d ever cum inside of me, and my tummy was excited at the thought of being flooded with thick, sticky semen.

Now, Dr. Crown began to thrust in and out of me, my hole gripping his cock tight. I was already super wet, so he slid easily in and out of my slit, filling me deep and stretching my insides as he thrust deep into me.

“How does that feel, Jennifer?” he asked softly, grunting hungrily into my ear.

“It’s good,” I moaned. And then, without meaning to, I mooed. I yelped then, embarrassed by what I’d just done.

“That’s a natural side-effect of the medications I’ve given you,” Dr. Crown continued as he grunted, plunging himself into me and over and over. I loved feeling the way his cock probed me, seemed to claim my insides and conquer them as he fucked me. No, bred me. “It’s completely harmless, and it will go away once you’re no longer on the treatment. Moreover—or should I say, moo-over—some of our hucows manage to resist the urge to moo by way of communication. Marissa, as you noticed, can speak normally, like a human, though she tends to moo more on the farm.”

I whimpered and let out another moo. I’d been gripping the desk but now, I brought my hands to my breasts. Or, I suppose they were more like udders now. They were swollen, having grown even a little bit more than I’d looked at them in the mirror, and they ached something awful, but there was something arousing in that.

“My boobs feel so full,” I moaned. “Can you… Can you milk me yet?”

“An excellent idea, Jennifer,” Dr. Crown said. I whimpered in disappointment as he slid himself out of me and went into the bathroom. He returned with a glass and placed it on the desk beneath me. He grasped me by the back of the neck, bending me back over and sliding inside of me once more, and then began to thrust again, pumping his thick cock into my happy, aching pussy.

Next, he gripped one of my breasts, brining the swollen nipple to the glass, and he began to massage it, milking it. He grasped and squeezed, twisting at the nipple and then, rhythmically, pulled and tugged at my flesh, and I gasped when I saw a stream of milk come dribbling out of my chest and into the glass.

It was easily one of the most arousing sights I’d ever seen and I moaned happily as he milked me, my moans turning into moos as he continued to fuck me. Now, the fresh scent of my milk joined the scent of my pussy as the smell of breeding hung over us.

As Dr. Crown switched to the other breast, I felt his thrusts grow harder and faster. I could tell he was getting close, and so I tried to tighten my muscles the best I could. But I didn’t really need to do that—as soon as he touched my other breast, starting to milk that udder, I gasped and climaxed. There was something about the intense relief of having my breast milked and emptied that sent me into ecstasy. I moaned and arched my back, my pussy spasming around the doctor and soon he was cumming too, filling me with his thick, sticky load.

I couldn’t believe it. I’d been bred like a cow on Valentine’s Day. It wasn’t exactly how I’d expected my Valentine’s Day to go, but it was pretty fun so far.

“Now, Jennifer,” Dr. Crown said breathlessly. “What do you say we try your milk?”


Chapter 7


I moaned softly as I felt Dr. Crown slide out of my well-used pussy. His cum was dribbling down my thighs and I wondered if I should go to the bathroom and pee it out.

“Doctor,” I said softly, submissively. “What should I do with the cum that drips out of my pussy? Can I go use the toilet?”

“Try to keep as much inside of you as you can,” Dr. Crown told me. “The presence of male semen encourages the lactation process. You may consume it orally, if that’s easier.”

Fuck. He was telling me to collect the cum dripping out of my pussy and drink it.

I couldn’t believe what I was about to do. My hand drifted between my thighs and I gathered up a thick load of his seed. I brought it to my mouth and began to lick my palm clean.

The cocktail of his cum and mine was addictive. I’d never liked cum very much, but maybe that was just the guys who I’d been unlucky enough to have cum down my throat. Dr. Crown’s cum was salty, but not unpleasantly so, and I found myself really enjoying the scent of his cum and my juices, and the way our flavors combined.

As I licked up his cum, Dr. Crown was measuring something about the milk I’d produced. It wasn’t very much—perhaps an ounce or so—but he seemed pleased with whatever he’d found with the little test strip he’d placed in it.

“Excellent. Very high quality, all things considered, Jennifer. Well, shall we? Let’s have a sip.”

He picked up the glass and took a small sip. He swished it around in him mouth and then smiled.

“That’s very good for your first milking. Here, you try.”

I eagerly took the glass from him and took my first sip of my own milk. It was so warm and sweet—I almost laughed in surprise at the flavor! It was completely unlike what I was expecting.

“Doctor, it’s so tasty!” I cried.

“Of course, it is. It’s human milk—it’s calibrated for our taste buds.”

I nodded, and then mooed. Now, I didn’t feel embarrassed by my mooing. Of course, it was supposed to taste good. I was a human—why shouldn’t I enjoy the taste of milk made by a human?

“Let me call Marissa back in here and see what she thinks.”

I felt myself blushing in spite of everything. Here I was, freshly bred, smelling of pussy and cum and fresh milk, but I said nothing, and when Marissa came in, she grinned at me approvingly. She didn’t seem surprised in the slightest at what she saw.

“How’d the interview go?” she asked Dr. Crown.

“Very well. Once we analyze the video of her climax, we’ll be able to decide whether or not to make an offer.” He handed Marissa the glass and she took a sip, swirling it thoughtfully around in her mouth before nodding.

“That’s pretty tasty, Jennifer! You’ll be a great hucow!”


Chapter 8


After that, I cleaned myself up and drove home. Bret was still out, and that was for the best, I figured. I texted him and told him I might be moving out and getting a new job, and I’d let him know when he could come by to collect his stuff.

He didn’t reply right away, so I figured he was still banging the barista or something. I didn’t really care what he was doing. It was amazing how quickly all of my affection for him had been destroyed, how quickly it had been replaced by excitement at the idea of becoming a hucow.

Before I left, I’d given Dr. Crown my contact information, and I found myself unable to sleep, anxiously awaiting word.

Of course, it was only in the morning when I got the call.

“Jennifer,” he said warmly. “I’m very pleased to be extending you an offer for an entry-level hucow position at Creamy Meadows Farms. To start immediately, if you can. Marissa mentioned that you wanted to make a big life change right away.”

I was beaming into the phone as I accepted the job. Dr. Crown made the arrangements, and before long, I would be on my way to the hucow farm—far away from the disappointments of my everyday, boring life and on the precipice of something new, exciting, and fulfilling…
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